_ _ -_ = U —_—_—_— l \ 1 o 
»& > G \ l . . p + Pave \ n - . „ „„ - n 
7 of g I S& 5 3 r 24 4 N of 41 2 0 
8 9 . 48 PR N | "IT —_ — # \ \ 4 ad a= + As > 


A New <P2| 


1 | 419/441 


Call'd the 


C5 
g ” I 
8 


Greenwich Hunting-Match. 


To the Tune of Chevy-Chaſe. 


100 proſper long our noble KING; 
And ſend him quickly o'er ; 
And alſo keep young Chevalier, 
Still on the other Shore. 
And thou, Afollo, God of Wit, 
Inſpire me in this Caſe, 
Teach thou my Mule tor to deſcribe 
A matchleſs hunting Chaſe. 
Lurcher had ſingled out the Doe 
In Drury-Hundreds bred ; 
From thence to Greenwich Town remov'd, 
And for the Sport there fed. 
Mean while at Court Lord Gambol ſtay'd, 
Serving the Church contrary ; 
Where he new Schemes with Wild/rre laid, 
To bring in Ave Mare. 
In three ſhort Weeks, or thereabouts, 
They wou'd have done it ſurely: 
All honeſt Men had been turn'd out, 
And James brought in molt purely. 
But Pleaſure, that bewitching Ill, 
Oft makes great Things mulcarry : 
So did it here with HM, Mill, 
And eke with wiſe Lord Harry. 
To drive the Doe in Greenwich-Par}, 
1 heſe Stateſmen took their way: 
Oh Perkin thou haſt Cauſe to rue 
The Hunting of that Day. 
For Fate, that boded thee no Good, 
To Brazſwick did encline; 
And gave a Staff when they were gone, 
Which ſpoil'd their cloſe Deſign. 
This hunting Match, as ſome do ſay, 
Was in the Month of July, 
Theſe Heroes doft their Garments gay, 
Out of good Manners truly: 
Becauſe the Doe ſtark naked ran, 
Naked as ſhe was born, 
To take the Advantage of their Cloaths, 
They held it muckle Scorn. 
'Thus ran theſe herce two Footed Hounds, 
Than thoſe of Four more fell, 
And with tull Cry purſu'd the Doe, 
As Famedoth loudly tell. 
risk Gambol was the prettieſt Dog, 
For Speed, and cke for Hollow, 
und many a Mile upon the Scent, 
He eagerly did follow. | 
3ut when the panting Doe lay down, 
Yielding her ſelf his Prey; 
Jnable he the Chaſe to Crown, 
Another took the Say. 
) Gambol change this Courſe of Lite, 
No more be lew'd, and teaze : 4 
30 Home, drink Tea with thy own Wie, 
Thou'ſt loſt the Power to pleale. 
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